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All means I might the Duke of Tork to annoy,
And all his kin and -friends -for to destroy.

This made me with my bloody dagger wound
His guiltless son, that never 'gainst me stored ;

His father's body lying dead an ground

To fierce with spear, eke with my cruel sword
To fart his neck, and with his head to board,

Invested with a royal paper crown,

From place to place to bear it up and down.

But cruelty can never 'scape the scourge
Of shame, of horror, or of sudden death ;

Repentance self that other sins may purge

Doth fly from this, so sore the soul it slayeth ;
Despair dissolves the tyrant's bitter breath,

For sudden vengeance suddenly alights

On cruel deeds-to quit their bloody spites.

The only contribution to this earliest form of the
Mirror which is attributed to an eminent writer, is
the " Edward IV " of Skelton, and this is one of
the most tuneless of all. It reminds the ear of a
whining ballad snuffled out in the street at night
by some unhappy minstrel that has got no work
to do. As Baldwin professes to quote it from
memory, Skelton being then dead, perhaps its
versification suffered in his hands.

This is not the place to enter minutely into the
history of the building up of this curious book. The
next edition, that of 1563, was enriched by Sack-
ville's splendid " Induction" and the tale of
" Buckingham/' both of which are comparatively
known so well, and have been so often reprinted
separately, that I need not dwell upon them here.
They occupy pp. 255-271 and 433-455 of the volume
before us. In 1574 a very voluminous contributor
to the constantly swelling tide of verse appears.